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Because You're Blonde 


"He only hired you because you're blonde." 


James looked up from the guitar that he was working on. A big man, all muscle and steroids, stood beside him. 


The arena lights were on so he could clearly make out the man's rugged face and sweat-speckled bald head. 
"Sorry?" 


The man - called Tiny for obvious reasons - nodded towards the stage. The band's lead singer was wailing 


through one of the band's hits. 


"He only hired you because you're blonde. His wives were blonde. The drummer that he's now bored of. Blonde. 
And you. Tall, blonde kid with a body tighter than a G-string on a hooker. He'll be in your pants before the 


week is out" 


James felt his stomach turn to stone and he returned to the Pelham Blue Gibson in front of him. The strings 
were loose because his boss - the dark haired guy on stage - hammered at them rather than giving them 


the respect that they deserved. 


He tried not to watch, nor to listen, to the sound check. He didn't want to see the man on the stage. The man 


who had every audience eating from the palm of his hand. 


James couldn't remember when he'd come across the work of Dave Grohl. Years previously probably while 
crashing on a friend's couch. He'd heard about this guy who'd been in a band and whose singer, and friend, had 
committed suicide. He'd mourned for a while before getting back on his feet, recording an album entirely by 
himself, and then recruiting a band. Him, and his band, were now some of the biggest stars in the industry. 
While their music may not have always been to James’ taste, he admired Dave's ability to get up and dust 


himself down. 


Getting to his feet, he returned the guitar to the rack and picked up another. It had a couple of loose tuning 
pegs, again a result of Dave's over excitement. Lying it on the work bench, he carefully went to work, undoing 
strings and taking out the offending pegs to check the damage to the headstock. Above him, Dave had turned 
the music up a notch and was thundering through one of the band's heavier, and dirtier, songs. A smile 


flickered across James' lips and he found himself nodding along. 


He was twenty-one. Maybe too young to be out on the road. But it sure beat couch hopping. He'd met Dave 
purely by chance in a bar. It had been one of those rights, a little cold and a little damp. James hadn't wanted 
to go back to his friend's house just yet so he'd opted to prop up a bar somewhere and hope that no one 
would question him. He was of legal drinking age but his baby face, skinny body, and long blonde made him look 


younger than he was. 

He'd just been mulling over his second beer when a gruff, yet gentle, voice had asked the bartender for a 
whisky. James had looked up to find Dave standing beside him. Trying not to look starstruck, he'd quickly turned 
back to his drink and hoped that the other man didn't notice. 


Except that he had. Or at least he'd noticed James’ shirt. A black and white Venom shirt with an upside down 


pentagram blazed across the chest. 


That had caught the other man's attention and suddenly James had found himself sitting next to his new bar 
buddy. Not the guy who he had respect for. But the guy who wanted to shoot the breeze on bands and music. 


They'd talked well into the night, swapping stories and albums and everything in between. Dave had asked what 
James had done for a job and, with a shrug, James had admitted that he was between jobs but had previously 
been employed at an instrument repair shop. 

"You play?" 


James had nodded and then shrugged. "A little." 


"What?" 


"Guitar." He'd turned back to his beer. He didn't particularly want to talk about it, mostly because any band 
that he joined crashed and burned in a matter of months. Music was his passion, his life, his reason for 
breathing. But he couldn't get anywhere with it. Instead he was doomed to a life of couch surfing and low paid 
jobs. Providing he kept his mouth shut and just "got on with it". Which he was incapable of and which had seen 
him fired from his last job. He couldn't remember what he'd said but he was sure that it had been something 
to do with someone's inability to do any work. 


"Well, | need a new roadie." Drunk Dave talked a /ot In that instance, James didn't mind. "Need someone who 


knows how to look after my guitars." 


James almost snapped Dave's hand off. They exchanged contact details and, two months later and with all his 
paperwork in place and his very first passport tucked in his back pocket, James had found himself on the road 
with one of the world's biggest rock band. 


"James? JAMES?!" 


Looking up, he found Dave leaning over the side of the stage. Long, sweaty hair that was streaked with grey 


hung in his face and dark eyes lit with a mischievous twinkle stared down at him. 
"lm fuckin’ toast up here. Wanna get a beer?" 


James shrugged and returned the now repaired guitar to the rack. Who was he to turn down free booze? 


The band's rider was like something from another planet. Every possible food and alcoholic beverage was laid 
out on tables in a secluded area of the venue. Everyone else was busy getting ready for that evening's 
entertainment, leaving only Dave and himself to linger over an ice cold beer and plates of chicken and potatoes. 
He watched Dave from behind his waterfall of hair. Bar that original evening in the bar, they'd only spoken a 
handful of times. Mostly it was to welcome James to the fold and clap him on the shoulder. Everything else 
had been handled by the band's army of personnel. 


Dave ate well. In fact, he barely surfaced for breath except to take a swig of beer and to fetch another bottle 
once the first was empty. Once they'd finished eating, Dave was three beers deep while James was still on his 
first. 

"Gonna have another?" Dave finally asked. 


James shook his head. "Want to have a clear head for tonight" 


"Good plan" Dave nodded and promptly dove into his dessert. He took three mouthfuls before returning his 
attention to James. "We can go drinking after the show. You up for that?" 


James didn't know what to do other than nod. He couldn't turn down his boss and he didn't know how Dave 
would react if he said that he just wanted to go to bed. Not that bed was much better. They were staying in 
luxury hotels but he was bunking with two other guys. Two other guys who either kept him awake with their 
snoring or their fucking. They were only three nights into a hundred night tour and the two he was sharing 
with had already bought a hanaful of groupies back to the hotel. James had decided that he wanted an evening 


away from them. 
"Sure." He shrugged "Sounds good." 


Dave's hand smacked his shoulder hard enough to propel James into the table. "Good kid I'll see you after the 


show. Meet me here and we'll sneak out." 
Winded, James just nodded before finishing up his solitary beer. 


The show was, as always, a riot. Dave was on fire, winding the audience into a frenzy before sending them on 
home. James enjoyed watching him. He was a true showman who'd risen from the ashes of his previous band 
and healed his broken heart with music. Even though some of their music was a little too ballardy for James, 
he still found himself tapping his foot as he tuned strings, changed batteries, and handed out guitars to a very 
sweaty Dave. 


Once everything was said and done and the house lights were once more lighting the arena, James tossed 
everything back into cases and made his way to the echoy dining area. A few other staff members milled 


around, drinking coffee and obviously waiting to board the first of the buses back to the hotel. 


James felt out of place. Everyone else was so much older than himself. They all looked to be in their forties 
and fifties and had no doubt been with the band for years. And then there was him, the skinny guy with the 
tight jeans and low slung bullet belt. He needed to wear clothes that were more comfortable. But that wasn't 
him. He loved his ripped jeans and baggy band shirts. He loved the belt that hung around his hips. He just felt 


awkward and out of place. 


A hand clapped the back of his shoulder and James instinctively took a step forward before swinging around. 
Behind stood Dave, looking fresh out of the shower with his damp hair and new clothes. 


"Ready to go?" 

James nodded and shivered 

"Cold?" 

He hated to admit it but he was. The air had cooled as the adrenaline of the evening had worn off. He watched 


as Dave wandered to one of the many large black flight cases that were scattered around the area. The dark 


haired man dipped his hand into one and came up with a band-branded hoodie. 


He held it out to James with a smile. "On us. Can't have you catching a cold and having to go home." 


James smiled and pulled it over his head. It was way too big but he liked them that way, plus the fleece was 


soft and warm against his skin. 


They found a little dive bar only a stone's throw from the venue. Tucked on a side street, the bar had enough 
room for probably thirty people. It seemed to have been sidestepped by anyone who'd been to the show and 
James found himself being pushed into a tiny corner booth. Padded leather seats rose to meet his tired ass 
and quiet, radio friendly music played over a hidden sound system. A nice break from the evening's brutal 
assault on his ears but not the kind of place that he'd envisioned Dave wanting to drink in. He'd expected Dave 
to haul him to a bar that did drinks in buckets and was either blaring heavy metal or some dance shit. 


James sat back and watched people wrangle their way to the bar. He could see Dave in their midst, gesturing 
wildly to bartenders who'd probably already had a long night and weren't in the mood for any of Dave's 


hyperactive shenanigans. 


It didn't take long before Dave returned to the table with a bucket of beers and a triumphant look on his face. 
A bottle opener was clasped against the rim of the bucket. 


"Drink up, Jamie. There'll be another of these if we smash our way through this one." 


James hated having his name shortened. It made him feel ill to think that someone had the right to do that to 
him. He'd had so little in his life that his name had felt like the only part of himself that he owned. But he 
wasn't going to correct Dave. At least not yet. Once he was feeling more comfortable around the other man, 


he'd start dropping hints that he preferred to be known by his full name. 


However, he didn't complain when an ice cold beer was placed in front of him. Dave uncapped it and held up his 


own bottle. 

"To many more great fuckin’ nights." 

James could agree with him on that and tapped his bottle against his boss’. 

They began to plough their way through the bottles and, as they did, James found himself opening up to Dave. 
They talked and laughed and commiserated. For the first time since that initial meeting James felt a connection 
to Dave. He felt as though the other man was letting his guard down and allowing someone to see beyond the 


curtain of the caricature that was Dave Grohl. 


When they left the bar, the temperature had dropped further and there was the promise of rain. James could 
see clouds rolling across the sky, illuminated orange by the street lights. 


Both of them were more than a little worse for wear and James found himself being the one to prop Dave up 


as they wandered the streets in search of their hotel. 


‘James. Jamie." Dave's arm tightened around his shoulder. "Got a proposition for you." 


James felt his stomach go into free fall at those five words. Heaving Dave up onto his shoulder, he replied, 


"What?" 


Thankfully he was better at holding his liquor than Dave was. It may have been because he was younger or 
because he'd paced himself a little better or because he hadn't thrown a good portion of Wild Turkey down his 
throat, too, but he was definitely in better shape than Dave was. 


"Come an’ stay in my room tonight. You know you wanna" Dave swayed, pulling James with him. Together they 
sidestepped a pothole in the road. "You don't wanna be bunking with two dudes twice your age. An’ I've got a 
beautiful suite. Too fuckin’ big for just me. Has got a view of the city an’ the river. Beautiful, | tell you." 


James sighed and, despite the chill that hung in the air, he could feel himself sweating. Part of it came from 
the effort of lugging Dave around and the other was from the suspicion of what would happen if he did happen 


to find himself in Dave's room. 


He managed to wrangle Dave through a side entrance at the Ritz-Carlton. No one saw them as he ushered the 


dark haired man through the open lobby and to the bank of elevators. 
"Tenth floor," Dave muttered as James pushed him into the gleaming elevator. "Key's in my back pocket." 


He patted Dave down as the elevator began to ascend. The card key was in his back pocket. Dave swayed and 


leaned against the mirrored wall, completely oblivious to James’ prying hands. 
The doors pinged open and James dragged the nearly sleeping Dave along the corridor. "Which suite?" 


"Two. Zero. Three." Dave had to take deep breaths between numbers as though stopping himself from passing 


out or, worse still, throwing up. 


He inserted the key into the door and pushed Dave in before following. The older man - the one who had thirty 
years on him - stumbled in And continued to stumble until he crashed into another room and, presumably, the 
bed. James leaned against the door and took a deep breath. Why had he followed Dave to his room? Because 
the other man had fed him beer and he felt obligated? Or because he wanted to see him get back to the hotel 
safely? 


"James?!" Dave whined. "Where are you?" 


He sighed and felt his shoulders slump as he made his way through the spacious suite. He passed an open plan 
living area with a smattering of couches and floor to ceiling windows before making a left passed a large 
bathroom. Double doors opened onto a bedroom so big that his entire apartment would have been able to fit 


neatly within it. But James wasn't up to being impressed. He was tired, drunk, and suddenly had the problem of 


dealing with another drunk person. 


Dave was sprawled on the bed with his sneakered feet hanging off the end and the overhead lights burning 
brightly. James slouched against the door frame as he stared at the other man 


"James. Need your help. Need to get undressed." 


Sighing, he pushed himself away from the door and muttered obscenities to himself. Taking Dave's ankles in one 
hand, he unlaced and tossed away the other man's sneakers. He did the same with his sweaty socks, curling his 
nose as he held them between thumb and forefinger. Wrangling Dave out of his jeans was a little more 
difficult. Skinny jeans and a fifty year old body did not go together and the material, no matter how elasticated 
it was, just wouldn't give. Finally, he managed to lift Dave enough to drag the other's black shirt over his head. 
Dave fell back to the pillows with a groan. He lay like that for a moment before he cracked an eye and stared 


at James. 


James felt as though he was a piece of meat. Those dark, bloodshot eyes roamed over him and paused at his 


groin before returning to his eyes. A slow grin spread across Dave's lips. 
"Take your clothes off, James." 


A lump quickly formed in his throat and James felt sweat bead his forehead. He was trapped, too tired and too 


drunk to make his way anywhere other than the room he was in. 
"Did | fuckin’ stutter?" Dave asked. 


James shook his head and reached for the button on his jeans. Normally he'd have gone for girls. But there 
was something about Dave. Something seductive as though he'd made a deal with the Devil to make sure that 


he oozed sexuality even when in the throes of a drunken night. 


"You want it, don't you?" Dave's voice was gentler than before. The softness has returned and James suddenly 
didn't feel as uncomfortable as before. "An you can have it all. ‘cause | want you." Dave somehow shuffled 
himself into a sitting position. His hands dangled between his spread legs and James could already see a bulge in 
his black shorts. "You're fuckin’ beautiful, James. Anyone ever tell you that? Fuckin’ beautiful. And | want you, 


and only you." 


He had to bite his tongue and not mention Dave's two wives or the drummer that he'd been boning for years 
before tossing to one side. He had no intention of being Dave's latest mount. But.. He didn't want to lose his job 
in their first week on the road and Dave wasn't a bad looking guy. Getting on in years and obviously unable to 
hold his booze anymore, but not bad looking. 


The lump in his throat only seemed to grow as he began to inch his jeans down. Dave seemed to be casting a 
spell on him, one that forced James to bend to his will. He couldn't stop himself as he stepped out of his jeans 
and kicked them to one side. As with most days, he'd forgone the underwear and he watched as Dave grinned 


and licked his lips. 


Tossing the hoodie and shirt to one side, James stood. He tried to avert his gaze away from Dave's as the 


other man whispered, "Come. | want you sitting in my lap." 


James couldn't stop himself and he stepped up to Dave. Hands came to rest at his hips and, while an initial 
wave of revulsion swept through him, James had to admit that it felt nice to be wanted and desired by 
another. Even if they were of the same sex. He'd never encountered same sex adoration before and he had 
conflicting feelings. Part of him wanted to pull away and leave, while the other was all to willing to hand himself 


over and be taken care of by another man. 


His knees hit the thick mattress and James slid himself into the other man's lap. He kept his hands by his side 


while he waited to see what Dave would do next. 


The alcohol seemed to have left the other man's system pretty quickly. His brown eyes had grown darker and 
his lips a little plumper. He slid one hand into the small of James’ back while the other cupped the younger 
man's face. For a moment, they just sat and stared at one another before Dave leaned in and gave him the 


gentlest of kisses. 
"This okay?" the older man murmured. 


James had never even fantasised about kissing another man. The feeling was odd to say the least. Dave's 


mouth felt different to that of every woman that he'd been with. 


He nodded and lifted a hand to cautiously rest it on Dave's shoulder. The skin on skin contact felt strange yet, 
at the same time, welcome. Again, Dave felt different. His skin was tighter and less supple than a woman's. 
James could feel the muscles that lay beneath the other man's skin, all of them as tight as piano wires and 
ready to snap. 


Those lips, the ones that had sweet talked him into a bar and out of his clothes, pressed a little closer. He 
could feel Dave's tongue encouraging him to open up and, tangling his hand in Dave's long hair, James did just 
that. 


They sat like that for a while, the room filled with soft sighs and groans as they made out. James allowed 
himself to fall into the moment and enjoy it. He tried to be open to new experiences but he wasn't always 
successful. Some of it he put down to his upbringing, absent father, mother who passed away when he was 
young, being shuttled between family members. Some of it he assumed was down his circumstances. He'd lived 
on the streets and with friends while working a number of minimum wage jobs leaving him with very little 
time to think about anything else in life, let alone how he'd feel about being with someone of the same sex. 
Besides, was that a common line of thinking? Or did it only happen in books? 


Warm breath whispered across his cheek as Dave moved to whisper in his ear. "Lie on your stomach. I'm 


gonna make love to this absolutely gorgeous body." 


James had never thought that he'd find himself eager to give himself over to another. Yet he wriggled out of 
Dave's lap and to the bed faster than he ever thought possible. Pillows were wedged under his hips and he lay, 


head on his hands and ass in the air, as he waited. 
"This is gonna hurt a little," Dave said from behind him. "But trust me, it gets a whole lot better." 


James gasped as fingers pried his ass cheeks apart. He whipped his head up to look over his shoulder. "What 


are you doing?!" 
"Just a little something to make it less painful and a whole fuckin’ lot more fun" Dave grinned at him. 


A cool gel was spread onto his hole before a finger, that was equally as slippery, breached him. Pain shot 
through him and James did his best to hold still. His hands curled into the bedsheets and his teeth gnawed at 
the inside of his cheek. The finger pressed in deeper before it was joined by a second. The pain was beginning 
to become unbearable and James couldn't help but let the bed catch a scream. 


The fingers scissored, stretching him, and more of the gel was added. Tears prickled his eyes and James gave 
another muffled howl. Sweat was beginning to bead along his back and his hair was matted in his face. No 
words were uttered to him and the only sound was that of someone preparing his body for what he would, 


under normal circumstances, consider the ultimate invasion. 


But being on the road with Dave was anything but normal. The days passed in an almost constant party while 
the evenings were filled with a cacophony of noise and music. Dave was forever present, the life and soul of 
the party and the ringleader of his own show. James admired him for throwing everything he had at life. He 
just hadn't known about Dave's personal life when he'd taken up the job offer. Not that it would have bothered 
him. He just hadn't expected to be lured into bed. 


The fingers finally pulled out of him and James was left to wait. He took deep, panting breaths and brushed the 
hair from his eyes. The pain was still there, present and ebbing in his lower back. If Dave's fingers had been 
anything to go by, James knew that the pain was only going to get worse. 


Yet, strangely, he was aroused. His cock was hard and pressed into the pillows. A large spot of pre-come was 
wetting his stomach and it wouldn't be a wasted evening if he achieved orgasm from what was about to 


happen. 


"You know, your ass would look lovely with a little diamond butt plug in" Dave's voice was its normal gentle 


tone, yet tinged with lust. 


James didn't know what to think of the comment. Was Dave always this forward? He knew that thoughts 


seemed to fall from his lips and James put it down to alcohol. He hoped that Dave would forget come sunrise. 


The bed depressed at his feet and James took a sharp intake of breath. There was a pause, silence hanging in 


the air like a rift in the universe. He waited to be swallowed up, to be taken to another place, and away from 
the inevitable pain. 


But nothing was happening. Instead, James felt the bed shift a little more and Dave rested a hand by his 
shoulder. Warm breath that was heavy with alcohol swept along his back. The head of Dave's cock nudged at 
his hole and, a heartbeat later, James stifled a cry as Dave slid himself in. There was no warning, no chance to 


brace himself, and no taking it slowly. Dave just pushed himself in 


"The quicker you get it over with, the quicker the pleasure comes. No use drawing the pain out.. unless that's 
your thing." 


James couldn't speak His voice was lost in the sheets as he howled against the burning pain that tore through 
him. He tried to relax his body but it wouldn't listen. Instead, he clawed at his palms and tried not to sink 
further into the bed. 


And then, as if by magic, it began to fade. The pain became a dull throb until it was nothing more than a 


pleasurable sensation of being filled. James' cries of pain became mewls of need and he lifted his hips a little. 


"See?" Dave's lips nipped at his ear and the older man shifted his weight so that his chest was resting against 
James’ back. "It feels good, right?" 


All James could do was lift his head and nod. He was pinned to the bed, not enough that he couldn't breathe, 
but enough that he was restrained and unable to go anywhere. Dave had weight whereas James had height. 
The older man was bulky with a mix of muscle and middle-age spread. His belly had a small paunch that rested 


against his jeans while his arms were thick with the muscle of a drummer. 


Dave's movements were slow and his thrusts shallow. James rested his head back against his hands as he let 
the other man use him. But Dave had been right; it did feel good. He felt stretched but it was an entirely 
pleasurable feeling. And feeling someone's cock slide in and out of him was, well, heavenly. James began to relax 
and enjoy it. 


Dave's hands came to rest by his shoulders and kisses were peppered along his neck. James moaned quietly 
and closed his eyes. Suddenly he felt relaxed, cared for, wanted, all things that he'd been looking for for so long. 
He'd hopped from one person to the next, searching for the love and kindness that had been absent from his 


younger years. 


Suddenly he was lost in a world of warmth. Warmth that felt like arms holding him close. Warmth that felt like 
someone wanting him. Warmth that felt like someone loving him. Could Dave be what he was looking for? Or 
would the other man cast him aside once his usefulness was over? James tried to put the latter thought out 
of his head. He didn't need that and was desperate to no longer entertain the darkness that lived in the corners 
of his mind. He'd landed the job of a lifetime and, for once, someone was giving him the attention that he'd so 
desperately craved. 


Lifting his head, he softly groaned and writhed against the bed. Dave continued to pump into him, his strokes 
becoming longer and deeper. James howled when his cock hit something deep inside of him. Pleasure like he'd 


never felt before burst through his body. 
“That's what | was looking for," Dave whispered. James could hear the smile in his voice. "Ready for it again?" 
His voice stumbled as he replied, "Y-Yeah." 


Another bolt of pleasure snapped through him and James found himself rearing up onto his elbows. He'd never 


felt anything like it and doubted that he would ever again 


Dave wound a hand into his hair and held him in position, ramming into that sweet spot again and again. James 
couldn't keep up, his voice all but a dull moan as Dave continued to slam into him. The older man's hips were 

pistoning back and forth, his balls audibly bouncing off of James’ ass. There was nothing that James could do 
other than hold on and lose himself in the hazy space that was forming in his head. 


James felt spaced out, as though suspended in a place that wasn't Earth. He felt lost but, at the same time, 
he felt at home. Too blissed out to move, or to do anything for that matter. 


And then it was all over. Dave grunted in his ear and James felt the other man's cock lengthen and press 


deeper into him. Sinking to the bed, he took several deep breaths as Dave collapsed on top of him. 
"Damn." Dave's voice was still tinted with lust. "You are one damn fine fuck." 


They lay like that for a few moments before Dave hoisted himself up, slapped James’ ass, and stepped from 
the bed. Left in the tangle of the sheets, James could only shift to his side to look up at the older man. 


Dave smiled down at him as he rolled the condom from his now limp dick. "Gonna take a shower. Then I'll be 


right back." 


Wrapped in a blanket, James lay on a couch and watched as midnight rain hammered the windows. The sound 
was soothing and he could feel his eyelids growing heavy. With a neon lit cityscape as their backdrop, raindrops 
raced one another down the large panes of glass. Several stories below, a city mostly slumbered. James 
couldn't hear the traffic but he could see lights blurred by the rain making their way along the city's grid-like 


streets. 


A bottle of water sat perspiring on the table beside his elbow. While he'd taken several long drinks from it, 
James’ attention was firmly on the water that now soaked the city outside. He was lost in his thoughts, back 
home in California and dreaming of nights when he could sit and watch the occasional storm roll in. Those were 
the nights that he'd loved the most. They were a chance to be close to nature while living in the middle of a 
city. They were a break away from the monotony of life, of having to work shitty jobs and deal with his 


father before he finally disappeared into the wilderness. Of having to couch surf, and eat shitty food, and work 
shitty hours. Of having to smile and be polite in order to keep food coming in. Of having to panhandle when he 
got fired for mouthing off. 


And then, as if by magic, he'd landed the job of his dreams. He was working with one of the biggest bands in 
the industry and was going to be travelling the world What James hadn't realised that maybe he hadn't been 
hired for his skills but for his body. And that depressed him. He knew that he had more to give and to show 
the world. James hoped that he'd have the chance rather than being used for what he had. 


"You okay?" Dave's voice drifted from across the room and James opened his eyes and stretched his neck to 


look. 


Dave stood in the bedroom's doorway wearing nothing but the shorts he'd gone to sleep in Once they'd finished 
fucking, Dave had gone straight to sleep with one arm slung over James’ back and the smell of sex hanging in 


the air. 
"Yeah," he sleepily replied "Just watching the rain 
"Mind if | join you?" 


James shook his head and shifted enough for Dave to sit on one end of the couch. Once the other man was 


seated, James moved to sit upright only for a hand to guide him to lie back. 
"You were here first," Dave murmured. 


Tightening the blanket around his shoulders, James made himself comfortable against Dave's thighs. His own 
legs, as long as gangly as they were, were slung over the far arm of the couch and his arms were folded 


beneath his little blanket burrito. 


They sat in silence for a while with the rain pounding against the windows to comfort them. James could feel 
himself dozing once more and a sense of safety had settled over him. Fingers stroked through his hair and he 


could feel the rise and fall of Dave's body. 


Finally that hand slid from his hair and to his chest. Fingers inched beneath the blanket to stroke over his skin. 
James’ initial reaction was to stiffen before he finally relaxed again The skin on skin contact was nice and he 
hadn't overly enjoyed the first time. Sure, it had had its moments but there had been times when he'd wished 


it would end with the pain being almost too much to bear. 


Fingers feathered along his half-hard cock and James took a sharp breath. Dave's touches were slow and 
tender with just the tips of his fingers teasing James’ growing erection. 


"You didn't come earlier," Dave whispered. "Wanna come now?" 


All that he could do was nod. Any coherent thoughts had exited his brain and were refusing to return until 
that blissful moment had been and gone. 


Dave's hand, roughened with guitar-inflicted callouses, wrapped around his length and began to stroke. A low 
moan escaped James’ lips and he arched against the other man. For him, sex had always been a quick thing, 
something to aid a connection to another person before he moved on with his life. He'd only sought it out when 


he'd needed some kind of love, affection, or comfort. 


But in the arms of Dave, sex was a whole other animal. James was experiencing feelings that he was sure had 
never surfaced before. He was demanding more of the attention, more of the mind-bending pleasure, and more 
of the attention For the first time, sex wasn't just about finding a warm bed to inhabit for a few hours or 
feeling what he'd believed to be affection It was about finding his place in the world and enjoying sharing the 


moment with another, even if that person was male. 


Dave's hand tightened around his cock and James stifled a scream. His left hand clawed at the couch cushions 
while his right was balled into a fist. The other man stroked him with a steady pace and James could feel his 


orgasm rolling towards him. 
"Gonna-" 
Dave's lips nudged at his hair before finding his ear. "Gonna, what?" 


James didn't have chance to reply as he erupted with an orgasm that literally shook him. His semen soaked the 
blanket and splattered across his stomach. Never had he experienced anything as powerful as that moment, his 
world momentarily blanking and words dying in his throat. He shuddered in Dave's grasp as he continued to 


spend himself, releasing months, maybe even years, of pent up frustration. 
"Better?" Dave gently kissed his head 
Despite feeling light-headed James managed to nod. 


"Good. l'm glad" 


James woke in the most comfortable bed that he'd ever slept in Mountains of pillows supported his head and 
thick blankets were wrapped around his body. He rolled over and found Dave still asleep with his long, dark hair 
spilling across the white pillows. The rain had obviously cleared in the night, leaving the crisp morning sun to 


stream through the windows. 


Lying on his back, James stared at the ceiling and smiled for the first time in what felt like forever. He felt 
happy and content. There was no rush to get out of bed. The day was a rest day and James intended to do as 
much of that as possible with hopefully a few more orgasms thrown into the mix. 


Silence lingered for several minutes before he felt the bed shift beside him. Unlocking his hands from behind 
his head, he turned and found Dave slowly waking up. The older man looked dazed and weary before a hungry 


smile teased his lips. 
"Well, good morning. If this isn't the best looking breakfast I've ever woken up to." 


James felt a blush spread across his cheeks. Dave's eyes sparkled with excitement before the lust began to 


glaze over them. 
"Out of bed and on your knees. | want a blow job before | order food” 


The commanding tone of Dave's voice had James wrapping a sheet around himself and slipping from the bed. If 
someone had spoken to him like that out in the normal world, he would have taken their head off. But it wasn't 
a case of wanting to please his boss. James genuinely wanted to be there and experience all of the new world 
that Dave had opened up to him. Twenty-four hours previously he'd have spat in the face of anyone who 
suggested that he liked dick. But Dave had somehow managed to flip his perception and flick a switch that 


James never knew he had. 


Dave was sitting on the edge of the bed as he hit the floor. A hand was already wrapped in his hair and 
guiding his mouth to Dave's semi-hard cock. James had never sucked cock before and had thought that he 


never would. It was strange how quickly everything could change. 


With one hand wrapped around the base of Dave's dick, James closed his lips over the head and began to 
gently suck. It wasn't entirely unpleasant and the taste of pre-come wasn't as harsh as he thought it would 


be. Probably something to do with all the candy that Dave inhaled on a daily basis. 


"Fuck, you've got a pretty little mouth, James. How the fuck have you not sucked someone's cock before? 


Honestly thought you'd have been doing this for cash." 


Dave's dirty talk was getting to him, flowing through his system like whisky and hardening his cock. He shoved 
his free hand beneath the sheet and began to jerk himself off. Everything about Dave; the way he was built, 
the musky scent of his cologne, the way he switched between horny and kind was getting to James. He wanted 
to love Dave, to adore him, to be with him, and to use Dave in the same way that he was using him. 


The hand on the back of his head pushed down and James willingly accepted more of Dave into his mouth. His 
own erection was straining against his hand and pre-come turned the skin silky. The sheet slipped from his lap 
and exposed him. 


"Watching you play with yourself is fucking hot. Keep doing it. | wanna see you come all over yourself." 


James smiled as best he could. He could feel his gag reflex beginning to give as Dave nudged at the back of his 
throat. Tilting his head back, he gagged as Dave slid into his throat. Saliva dripped down his chin and onto his 


chest. The weight of Dave's dick in his mouth was strange but he wasn't going to let it stop him. 


A hand on his forehead pushed him back and Dave edged closer to the bed. He continued to push himself into 
until his balls were resting on James’ lips. Managing to work his tongue around the cock in his mouth, James 


flicked the tip against the other man's balls. 
"Yeah. Fuckin’ like that. Do that again and l'm gonna come." 


That was what James wanted to hear. While he was enjoying getting Dave off, he was also starting to get 


uncomfortable. Yet his own cock still ached for release. James could feel it knotting in his groin 


He gagged and choked as his body tightened and ropes of come landed on his chest and stomach. The same 
burst of stars and velvety blackness as the previous night invaded his head. And, once more, James found 


himself floating. He was vaguely aware of Dave pulling away, of his cock sliding from James’ mouth. 


He felt Dave's semen pulse at the base of his neck Droplets were left in a sweeping arc across his collarbone. 


When he finally opened his eyes, he looked up and found Dave smirking down at him. 


"You can wear that through breakfast. | want to see it drying on you." 


"James, I'm sorry." 


The gentle voice began to pull him from his sleep. Once breakfast was over, they'd fucked and showered before 
Dave had disappeared to do "some band shit". He'd been gone for several hours and James had taken the 
opportunity to enjoy the peace and quiet of the huge suite. A sleep so deep that he didn't know if he'd ever 


surface from it took over and James allowed himself to rest. 


Stirring, he pushed the blankets from his head and peered through his hair. Dave was slumped in the chair 


beside the window. His head was lowered and his gaze was on his knotted hands. 
"Why're you sorry?" James asked. 


"Because | was a complete asshole.” The older man sighed and made no effort to move. His shoulders rose and 


fell as he took a deep, shaking breath. "The person | was last night is not the person that | am." 
James interjected, "We were drunk" 


It doesn't matter. | treated you like absolute shit last night. Like you were a whore. And that's not who you 
are." Dave paused again only to speak with an audible crack in his voice. "You're worth more than that. More 
than what | did to you. And l'm ashamed because | feel like | forced you into doing something that you 
probably didn't want to do." 


Yawning, James shoved his hand under his hair and pushed it from his face. "If | hadn't wanted it, I'd have 
fuckin’ taken your teeth out." 


"No, you wouldn't. You're young, James. We gave you a shot. You wouldn't want to ruin that for fear of going 
back to your previous life." Dave lifted a finger when James went to call him out. Still he didn't lift his head. "I 
know because I've been there. I've lived from one dollar to the next. Slept on couches. Worked my ass off to 
wonder if its worth it. And | see me in you. | see someone who's passionate and hard-working and | shouldn't 
be taking advantage of that. I'm sorry." 

Silence fell over them and James continued to stare at the man across the room. Dark hair fell in front of 
Dave's face and hid any emotion that James may otherwise have seen. His knuckles were white in the early 
afternoon light and the muscles in his shoulders looked as tight as piano wires. 

"| enjoyed myself," James murmured. 

"After the fact. You enjoyed yourself after the fact" 

James could feel his heart breaking. He thought that there had been something between them. But maybe that 
flutter in his stomach was the same thing that he felt whenever he picked up some chick from a bar; a brief 
flicker of recognition before coldness and abandonment kicked in the following morning. 

"Are you regretting what we did?" he finally asked. 

Dave nodded. 

"Why?" 


He heard Dave take a deep breath. It sounded as though Dave was on the verge of tears and was trying to 


contain himself. 


"Because it was wrong," Dave whispered. "I shouldn't have bought you back here for the sole purpose of 
sleeping with you." 


James had to give it to Dave; at least he was modifying his language from the derogatory sexual speak of the 
past evening. 


"Any other reasons?" he quietly pressed. 


That silence returned, hanging over them like a knife. James could have cut it if he'd so wished. He waited for 


Dave to speak, giving him the time he needed to obviously process what was going on in his head. 


"| like you," Dave finally replied 


"Like me, how?" 


Dave was struggling and James felt his heart go out to the other man. How many times had he been in the 
same situation and no one had ever shown him a shred of compassion? Wrapping the sheet around him, he 
climbed from the bed and sat before Dave. He rested a hand on the older man's knee and looked up into a face 


that was lined with hurt and pain. 
"Like me, how?" he quietly repeated. 


"Like you'd like a partner. That feeling that there's something there. Something more than mere sex." The 
words ran into one another and James could see tears hanging on Dave's eyelashes. He reached out as one fell 


and caught it on the tip of a finger. 


James rested his on Dave's knee and pushed himself a little closer. He looked up into the other man's face and 


saw cheeks streaked with tears and enough heartbreak to hurt himself. 


‘| like you, too," he softly replied. "And I'd love to continue from last night. But | need to know a few things. | 
don't want to eventually be placed on the scrapheap like your wives and drummer. Can you promise me that? 
Can you promise that we'd work through any problems before they forced you to run away and find someone 


else?" 


There was a pause and James felt his blood run cold. Eventually Dave gave a small nod. He stroked the other 
man's knee before resting his chin on his hand. Dave shifted and James felt fingers wander over his head, 


touching him so gently James believed he himself may be made of porcelain 
"So, do you want to see if this will work?" James finally asked. 


Dave was quiet and it was an unusual state for James to see him in. Dave was normally loud and bombastic, 
talking to whoever was in front of him. To see him silent and lost in thought was a little jarring but James 


appreciated the quietness of the moment. 


"You're an old soul, James. An old soul in a young body. Sometimes we never meet people like you. Goodness 


knows how you ended up in my life." 
James grinned. "You got drunk and started talking to me in a bar." 


He could see a flicker of a grin tug at Dave's lips. "True. You have a light that pulled me in. Pulls in a lot of 
people, James. You may think you're bad to the bone and this heavy metal guy. But don't sell yourself short on 
the parts that you can't see." Dave sighed and finally lifted his head. He swept the heavy hair away from his 
face and James found himself looking into bloodshot eyes. "I wanna make a go of it with you. And | promise 
that last night will never happen again. You have my respect, especially right now. Anyone else would have 


walked out. But you decided to see if you could make amends when all | wanted was to wallow in my pain" 


James' smile stayed in place as he reached out to touch Dave's tear-streaked face. "Seems like you're an old 
soul yourself. But I'll stick with you as long as you stick with me." 


Dave gave him the first real smile that he'd seen that morning. It was a gentle, warm gesture that was a 
million miles from the standard one he showed the media Moving closer, he slid his hand into Dave's hand and 
drew the other man closer. Dave's fingers tightened in his own and James mewled in as he leaned in for a 
gentle kiss. 


Magic hung in the air, a beautiful feeling that the world was shifting and changing and becoming something 
different once more. There was a hope that he hadn't felt the previous evening and a sense of growing love 
and adoration. James felt as though he'd stepped through a door and maybe, just maybe, found himself a 
home. 

"Give me a chance," he whispered, "and I'll never leave your side." 


He felt Dave smile into the kiss. "Thank you for forgiving me." 


James smiled and pulled back to kiss Dave's nose. "You're very welcome." 


